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it because of lier illness. She finally published

it iii November, 1852. Again she had success.

Among tlie works of the Bronte's there is one lit-

tle poem we have not mentioned. It was written

by Anne just before her death and is most in-

spiring and beautiful. The spirit of it can be seen

running through tlie whole life of these beautiful

cliaracters.

"I lioped that with the brave and strong,

My portioned task might lie;

To toil amid the busy throng,

With purpose pure and high.

"But God has fixed another part,

And He has fixed it well:

I said so witli my bleeding heart.

When first tlie anguish fell.

"Thou, God, hast taken our deligiit,

Our treasured hope, away;
Thou bid'st us now weep through the night
And sorrow through the day.

"These weary hours will not be lost.

These days of misery,

—

These nights of darkness, anguish—tost,-- /

Can I but turn to Thee.

"With secret labour to sustain

In humble patience every blow;
To gather fortitude from pain.

And hope and holiness from woe. ^^\,^^^
. ; ; :

"Thus let me serve Thee from my heart,

Whate'er may be my written fate;

Whether thus early to depart,

Or yet a while to wait.

"If Thou should'st bring me back to life.

More humbled I should be;
Miore wise—more strengthened for the strife

More ajit to lean on Thee.

"Should death be standing at the gate,

Thus should I keep my vow;
But, Lord, whatever be my fate,

Oh! let me serve Thee now!"

Then "the desk was closed, and the pen laid

aside forever."

No matter what faults may be found with

the Bronte's writings, the reading of their lives

is sufficient to convince one that they were noble,

earnest, and sincere characters. Sorrows came
upon them almost too fast for human endurance.

Yet each death or misfortune found them re-

signed to God's will. Charlotte had little sym-

pathy witli Catholics, but tliis is only because

she knew nothing about them. Her own ethics

and lier mode of living are decidedly Catholic.

Tliere is always a. deep sincerity in their writ-

ings. Charlotte made mistakes, but she always

tried to see the truth. She was as willing to ac-

cept failure as success as long as her best efforts

were given. Work was the standard of her life.

She was only satisfied when plying away at

something useful. She put her life into her char-

acters and tried to make them .something vital.

"You are not to suppose any of the characters in

'Shirley' intended as literal portraits. It wo I Id

not suit the rules of art, nor of my own feelings,

to write in that style. We only suffer reality to

suggest, never to dictate."

Charlotte was fond of Scott, and considered

"Kenilworth" the most interesting work he ever

wrote. Tliackeray, she admired greatly. The
second edition of "Jane Eyre" is dedicated to him.

She liked "Penrennis" very well, though she

thought the public would consider the last few

cliapters lacking in excitement. She heard

Thackeray's lectures, too. She says: Mr. Thack-

eray's lecture you will have seen mentioned and

commented upon in the papers; they were very

interesting. I could not always coincide with the

sentiments expressed, or the opinion broached:

but I admired the gentlemanlike ease, the quiet

humor, the taste, the talent, the simplicity, and

the originality of the lecturer." Writing about

"Esmond" she says "I am not going to praise

either Mr, Thackeray or his book, I have

read, enjoyed, then been interested, and, after

all, feel full as much ire and sorrow as gratitude

and admiration. And still one can never lay

down a book of his without the last two feelings

having tlieir part, be the subject of treatment

what it may. In the first half of the book
what chiefly struck me was the wonderful man-
ner in which the writer throws himself into the

spirit and letters of the time whereof he treats

;

the allusions, the illustrations, the style, all seem

to me so masterly in their exact keeping, their

harmonious consistency, their nice, natural trutli,

their pure exemption from exaggeration. No
second-rate imitator can write in that way ; no

coarse scene-painter can charm us with an allu-

sion so delicate and perfect. But what bitter

satire, what relentless dissection of diseased sub-

jects ! Well, and this, too, is right, or would be

right, if tlie savage surgeon did not seem so fierce-

ly pleased with his work. Thackeray likes to

dissect an ulcer or an aneurism ; he has pleasure

in putting liis cruel knife or probe into quiver-

ing, living flesh. Thackeray would not like all

the world to be good; no great satirist would
like society to be perfect.

"As usual, he is unjust to women, quite un-

just. There is hardly any punishment he does

not deserve for making Lady Castlewood peep


